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Worshipful Company of Goldsmiths, and, in addition to a dinner
at the House of Commons, as the guests of Mr. Gordon Harvey
and Colonel Williams, a formal banquet by the English joint
committee, and a luncheon given by Mr. Ernest Oldmeadow, they
attended receptions at the houses of Earl Brassey and Sir John
Brunner. The greatest good will prevailed throughout, many
misapprehensions were removed, and the conference ended with a
comforting belief that the cause of peace had been served.
During these critical years the British Socialist movement made
a special contribution to the cause of peace, by arranging several
peace demonstrations in London and in the provinces, to which
distinguished speakers from various European countries and
from America were invited.
The National Administrative Council of the I.L.P., in the year
that I served as one of its members, convened great 'International
Peace Demonstrations' at the Albert Hall, London, at Leeds,
Bradford, and other places. Our most distinguished visitor on
these inspiring occasions was the matchless French orator, Jean
Jaurfes, whose passionate eloquence aroused the emotions even of
those who could not follow the meaning of his words. There
were also Emile Vandervelde of Belgium, Molkenbuhr of Germany,
and Mills of the United States of America. The British speakers
were Keir Hardie and, I think, Mr. Ramsay MacDonald. Prior
to the meeting at the Albert Hall, and during dinner at the old
Westminster Palace Hotel, I acted as interpreter between Jaures
and Hardie, neither of whom spoke the other's language. On
another occasion we held a similar meeting at the Kingsway Hall,
London, where Jaures and Vandervelde again spoke, and when, in
addition, we had the distinguished presence of Anatole France.
Mr. Robert Dell generously arranged a little coffee-party after the
meeting at the old Vienna Cafe in Oxford Street, when a few of us
had the happy and ever-to-be-remembered privilege of meeting
and conversing with the greatest of modern French writers.
At the end of July 1914 I was at Finhaut in Switzerland, in
charge of a party of fifty-three excursionists, and it was not until
we had been there for a week that rumours of an impending war
reached us. We were returning from a climb to the top of the Col
de Balme, when we met Swiss soldiers, fully equipped, ascending a
narrow pathway in single file to guard the frontier pass. It was
then that we heard the news. The world was changed for us in a
moment. The glittering beauty of the snow-capped mountains

